THE    STAR-SPANGLED     MANNER
so demoralized the audiences of countless women's
clubs,  'Never/he said. Tm just driven on and on."
I can't stop myself. I can't talk slowly. I can't think
slowly. I can't rest.*
'Perhaps it's your glands,' I suggested. 'Too
much thyroid, you know/
He scorned this theory. Nothing so prosaic as
glands could make one swim the Hellespont or
undertake an American lecture tour. 'It's Something
in me,* he said.
*Well,' I replied, 'glands are 'something in you.'
At least one would shrivel up, or go mad, if they
weren't.'
'You don't understand,' he repeated, 'because you
don't know young America. I'm not exceptional.
I've merely chosen this way of expressing an energy
which nearly everybody in America feels.'
'But if you go on like this you'll burst.'
'I don't care if I do.'
'And you won't be able to write any more best-
sellers/
*Oh yes, I shall. The Royal Road to Romance was
written in elevators and Pullman cars, at two o'clock
in the morning, - The Glorious Adventure was written
in just the same way.'
It would have been unkind to suggest that I had
guessed as much, from the style of these two books.
For though they are not remarkable for style, they
have a real force, and they tell the story of adven-
tures which many young men would have been proud
to share. I therefore asked him what he was going
to do next
18